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tillers of the soil who knew nothing of the ways of
townsfolk.

Here Prince Siddartha made his home, living
once more as a hermit, and so wrapped in medita-
tion that he took no thought for the needs of the
body ; and after a long course of self-denial and self-
forgetfulness he fell one day into a deep swoon of
exhaustion. He was found in this state by a shepherd
boy, who made a bower of branches from a wild
apple-tree to shade his face and head from the
burning rays of the sun, and poured drops of warm
milk upon his lips. Now as the boy performed
these acts of charity he was astonished to see the
simple shelter which he had woven become a lovely
bower of living branches which burst forth into
glowing blossoms closely interlaced. Revived by
the, shade and the refreshment, the Master awoke
and graciously thanked the youth for his timely
help. Then he asked for more milk, but the shepherd
was unwilling to come nearer to the holy man who
seemed so princely, and so far removed from him
in rank and dignity. But the Master reassured
him, saying that kindness such as he had shown
was the great leveller and that he would be proud
to drink from his shepherd's bottle.

On the next day a band of dancing girls passed by
the retreat of the prince, the silver bells at their
ankles chiming soft peals as they leapt lightly from
ledge to ledge of the rocky pathway which led
downward to the village. They were accompanied
by a man who carried a stringed instrument known